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If pleasure were the only object, or even any object of
my search in this distant journey, I am sadly disappointed;
not that I have not been kindly treated, not that every
attention has not been shown rne, but simply and solely
that absence from home severs me from happiness.

And how are the dear little ones? I cannot pass a
pretty little boy on the street or in any of the many parks
without wishing to clasp him in my arms. Should we be
permitted again to meet, I wonder if anything can induce
us to so far forget our mutual happiness as to differ seri-
ously ever while we live. No ; you may do as you please,
and you shall do as you please, for I hope and trust that
we will be led to please each other. I have a sweet little
present for you, selected by myself in a beautiful shop in
Munich ; I know you will like it. And for the little girls
and boys I have purchased some keepsakes characteristic
of the places where they were bought.

G-od bless and keep you and my dear children safely
and securely in the arms of his love, and grant that we
may again meet in health and happiness, and I am sure
you will all join me in rendering Him a full tribute of
grateful and heartfelt thanks.

The following are extracts from notes.

SUNDAY, 21 Aug., 1842.

Rose at half-past seven with a severe headache. Break-
fasted at nine o'clock. Went to church at half-past ten.
Old church, bad music, queer arrangement, long service,
but a good sermon well delivered. A prayer for pros-
perity. More like Christian country than anything I have
seen for a long time.

^Afternoon. Long walk down Charlotte Street to Ox-
ford, down Oxford to Regent, down Regent to Waterloo
Place. Crossed Pall Mall and entered St. James* Park.
Methodist preacher; swarms of people. Passed on to
Green Park, thence along Piccadilly to Hyde Park.
Sauntered along Serpentine River. Equipages, ladies.
Sat down near two Frenchmen. Accosted an English-r a word of comfort in  the  ear of the  poor little
